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On the world of Dominaria, centuries before the 
Brothers War. the continent of Corondor is a patch- 
work of primitive clans and draconian city-states, all 
struggling for supremacy. Life means little in these 
the darkest of ages the land has ever known. 


But the wheel of history turns across both the veiled 
and the innocent, and once in a great while, an 
unlikely soul rises to become the stuff of ... Legends. 
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IN YOU 
GO--BOY OF 
CARTH. 


j 


HERE’S 
YOUR NEW 
HOME, 
SLAVE. 


DON'T WORRY, 
YOU WON'T BE 
LONELY. GIVE OUR 
REGARDS TO THE 
MAC MONK. 


I DON'T KNOW 
WHAT'S SO 


| AUVVY. T HAVEN'T 


BEEN A MONK 
FOR_A LONG 


| I TRIEO TO KILL 
CEVYACRONE 
CIAADA TO 
MAKE HER PAY 
FOR THE 
CRIMES 
AGAINST MY 
PEOPLE. 


BUT THE MAD 


WHAT'S A 
TENOER 
MORSEL LIKE 
YOU DOING 
DOWN HERE? 


IVE SEEN HER... ¥Y SHE MADE ME 
AFTER WE WERE WATCH AS 


HA! YO? I'LL : SOL'’KANAR 
BET YOU'VE MURCEREO ONE 


SHE SAIO I 
WAS THE FIRST 
OF MY PEOPLE 
TO SHOW ANY 


NEVER EVEN WERE..KILLED. HUNOREO OF MY GACKEONE..AND 
THAT SHE WOULD 
RELISH PULLING 
IT OUT ANDO 
EATING IT... 


TRIBE... 
SEEN THE 
DARK ONE. : INCLUDING MY 


MOTHER AND 
MY SISTER. 


KEEP_ TALKING 
LIKE 7AA7, BOY 
ANO_ THEY'LL 
START_CALLING 
YOU DAKKON. 


MY ONLY 
WISH IS TO 
SEE HER 
CEA. 


PLANESWALKERS ARE MORE 
ANCIENT THAN THE MOUNTAINS 
ANO_TRAVEL BETWEEN 
WORLCS THE WAY_YOU WALK 
ACROSS THE RQAC... 


AND THE ONLY 
THING A 
PLANESWALKER 
EARS 


y AH, THAT WAS 
QUITE A MEAL... 
STILL PLENTY 

LEFT... 


NO, THANK 
YOU. TM NOT 
MUNGRY. 


NOW_ TELL ME 
AGAIN... CAR 7A --YOU 
TRIED TO KILL THE 

~ DARK ONE? 


YOU'VE NEVER HEARD OF 


WHO'S 
DAKKON?, 


DAKKON THE AVENGER? 
THE SHADOW SLAYER? 


THE PLANESWALKER? 


NO. WHAT'S A 
PLANESWALKER? 


PLANESWALKERS USE MAGICAL 
WEAPONS TO BATTLE AND 
WREST POWER FROM EACH 
OTHER. ONE OF THE MOST 

POWERFUL WEAPONS 
IS THE BLACK BLADE OF 
GEYADRONE DIHADA. 


LEGEND HAS IT THAT ODIHADA 
CHANGEO HER SHAPE ANDO 
COMMISSIONED A SWORD 

FROM _AN ARMORER NAMED 

QAKKON. SHE TOLD HIM THAT 

SHE WOULD GIVE HIM 
UNOREAMED OF POWER IN 
EXCHANGE FOR THE F/WES7T 
BLADE IN EXISTENCE. 


YOU REALLY 
DON'T KNOW 
ANYTHING, 


0O you? 


WHEN DAKKON FINISHEO THE 
SWORD, DIHADA RETURNED. SHE 
TOOK THE SWORD AND FLLIWGED 
T INTO DAKKON'S SHADOW. THE 

SWORD DRANK THE SHADOW 

AND STOLE HIS SOW. 


BUT DIHADA KEFP?7_ HER 
PROMISE ANO GAVE OAKKON 
INCREDIBLE POWER. HE'S 
CHASED DIHADA ACROSS 
MANY WNORLOS IN SEARCH OF 
HIS LOST SHADOW, EVER SINCE. 


WHY WOULD HOW DO I KNOW? DO I LOOK BUT ... IF YOU : 
DIHADA GIVE LIKE A PLANESWALKER? PROMISE TO KEEP !N GEYADRONE'S LIBRARY, 
DAKKON WHY DON'T YOU ASK A SECRET, I eee ee ee 


ENOUGH OCIHACA NEXT ae you MIGHT BE ABLE TO CONTAINS A SPELL TO 


POWER FOR SEE HER HELP YOU GET 
Him TO HAR YOUR WISH. SUMMON OAKKON. 


oo ! 
| ALONG WITH THE GRIMOIRE, IN THE GRIMOIRE, 
MAY HAVE YOU'LL FIND A RUBY AMULET. _ YOU'LL ALSO 
IMPRISONED IF YOU USE THE AMULET FINO ANOTHER 
WITH THE SUMMONING SPELL, SPELL--ONE TO 
poate one wit ane Ui ileal 
: ROM DAI IN’'S WRA ANDO F 
ee ee, BINC HIM TO THIS PLANE TO 
4 DO YOUR BIDDING. I SAY AGAIN 
BOY ... 0O 


SPELL, I CAN L j YOu 
TRANSPORT ~~ . PROWMSE 
YOU_TO THE IA) , f | TO KEEP 
LIBRARY. - i | THIS 

i SECRET? 


THE 


1 


SPELL 
MARKEO AS 
WELL. ( 


ESCAPE 


HERE'S 


zZ 
aos 
rai 
ie 
Het 
Ww 
Te 
1) 
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SY 
wy 
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SPECT HE 
MUST HAVE 
SOME 
GETERIOR 


Su 


LOOK AT THE SIZE 

OF THIS STONE! IT 

MUST BE WORTH A 
FORTUNE! 


I DON 
KNOW IF I LIKE 
MiEtS:..11 S 
MUCH TOO-- 


“BY THE POWER OF THE 
SEVEN STARS ANDO 
|| SEVEN SOULS, OPEN THE 
\ PASS OF HEAVEN FOR 
ME! LET ME STRIDE ON 
LIGHT AND RIDE ON AIR! 
TAKE ME SAFELY 
BEYOND THE GRASP OF 
MY ENEMIES!” 


THERE’S A 
SLAWE \N 
THE 
LIBRARY! 


HAPPENED? 
WHERE'D HE 
GO? 


I'VE GOT TO GET 
UNDER COVER 
BEFORE THE BEASTS 
FROM THE SWAMP 


COME LOOKING FOR £ 


DINNER. 


THIS IS 
SEDOUR1S, 
THE DEAD 
CITY. 


“THE FIRE OF 
My LIFE 
BURNS IN 
THE AMULET 
OF TIFU. 


77 ™ — 
LET ALL THE Pe “WITH THE 
i Seite OF | SBN | amucet, I UNLOCK 
LIGHT HEAR MY = “DAKKON THE 7} * THE COOR OF 
} = WORDS. SHADOW & 1 =~. \\ SHADOW AND 
SLAYER, I . | BIND TO MY 
SERVICE ALL 
THOSE WHO 


“COME 
THROUGH 
THE DOOR, 
SPIRIT OF 
OARKNESS... 


P 


ANC STEP 
INTO THE | 


YOU'RE IN \ 
CORONOOR.. 


VA 


I HAVE NO NAME. q 
AM FROM CARTH, AND 
I SUMMONED YOu. 


THERE’S 
SOMEONE... 
= GUKK = 


- = 
I BROUGHT YOU Wa 4 
HERE TO KILL 
GEYADRONE 
OCIHMADA. 


YOU RISK N'Y 
DISPLEASURE? 


DAKKON 
IS NOT AT THE 
7 BECK AND CALL 
OF LITTLE 
WIZARDS. 


WON'T 


LEASE YOU. 


YOU MUST KILL 
GEY ADRONE 
DIHADA OR I 


RE 


» 


zy) 


GOING 


A aMnere FO 


YOU'RE NOT 


WK 
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: 
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WHAT? 
WHAT'S 
HAPPENING? 


DIHADA? 
SHE'S 
HERE? 


THE BINDING 

MULE SURK 

: . \ A 2 5 

LL KILL YOU — ee A \ " PROTECT ME. 

FOR THIS } , 
INSOLENCE! 


THEN) IT's Ay HAVE SEEN Tas 
POW LLG BEFORE...THE AMULET 
KILL YAS! MI OF TI-FU. HOW COULD 

YOU HAVE COME BY IT? 


/ 
/ 


BE QUICK. BOY, LET’ 
FIND THE DEMON DIHADA 
AND HASTEN NY 
DEPARTURE FROM THIS 
WRETCHED PLACE. 


DIHADA’S DARK TOUCH 
TRANSFORMECD KHONE 
INTO A SWAMP ANO_ SHE 
PERVERTED THE SPIRIT INTO 
A FOUL MONSTER CALLED 
SCL'KANAR, THE SWAMP KING. 


SOL’KANAR_GATHERED AN 
ARMY OF EVIL FROM THE 
SWAMPS ANO DIHADA BUILT 
A CITADEL FROM THE BONES 
OF THE DEAD. TOGETHER, 
THEY LAID WASTE TO MY 
LAND, SLAUGHTERING MY 
FAMILY. IN TIME, EVEN GREAT 
SEDOURIS FELL. 


WHEN DIHADA |S DEA, THE 
SPIRIT OF THE FOREST WILL 
BE FREE. THE LAND WILL 
HEAL FROM ITS DISEASE. 


ALL I CARE ABOUT IS 
LEAVING THIS 
WASTELAND...AND KILLING 


SEDOURIS WASN'T 
ALWAYS LIKE THIS. 
ONCE, BEFORE 
GEYADRONE DIHADA 
CAME, IT WAS A 
FORTRESS 
CITY... SURROUNDED 
BY THE ENCHANTED 
FORESTS OF KHONE. 


KHONE WAS A 
PLACE OF 
POWER AND My 
PEOPLE 
RESPECTED 
THE ANCIENT 
SP?'1?17 OF THE 
FOREST. 


WHEN 
DIHADA |S I DON'T 
DEAD, I WILL CARE WHAT 
FREE you, I HAPPENS 
PROMISE. TO ME 
AFTER 


THEY PROTECT 
DIHADA'S 
CITADEL. 


IT MUST 
HAVE 
FOUND US.. 


OF COURSE IT 
FOUND Us. 
THERENT IS. 1 
KILLED IT. 


NO, NOT THE 
MANTICORE... 


IT CRAWLS 
OVER CORONGOR 
LIKE A MAGGOT 
ON A CORPSE 


Yj 
<w 
OO 
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SO...HE 
IS FINALLY HERE. 
THE SEEDS I 
PLANTED SO 
LONG AGO ARE 
READY TO BEAR 
FRUIT... 


WELCOME, 
DCAKKON: 


COME ANO 
ENJOY THE 


YOU HAVE 
SOMETHING THAT 
BELONGS TO NE. 

DEMON. 


INTEND TO 
GET IT 
BACK,..AND TO 
KILL YOU 


YOU'RE OLD. DIHADA. 
YOUR SPELLS ARE 
WEAK. AND I'VE HAD A 
LONG TIME TO GROW 
STRONG. 


STRONGER 
THAD You) 


THIS IS NOT 
OVER, 
DIHADA, 


laters S 


BOY; THIS IS AS FAR 
AS COULD TAKE 
--- HOBBLED AS TAM 
BY THAT DAINNED 

A SPELL OF YOURS. 


RELEASE ME FROM THE 
SPELL... CARTH... YOU'RE 


UNTIL SHE'S 
QEAC...SO 

YOU BETTE 

MAKE SURE I 


' (WON'T LET 
YOU DIE! 


LET MY POWER 
REKINDLE THE 
FIRE I) YOUR 
BREAS 


TRAIN YY EL) 


DON'T DIE, 
DAMN You! 
NOTHING AS 

ANNOYING AS 

YOU EVER 

DIgS! 


te wamiay Of a 
DAYS LATER. §f 


a 
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WHO TOLD 
You THIS? 


YOU'RE 
AWAKE... FINALLY, 
ARE YOU WELL 
ENOUGH TO TRAVEL? 4c 


~~ -< 
I CAN'T BELIEVE 
IT! THE OLD 
PRISONER WAS 
RIGH7..YO! 


~ 
yi 


HOW CouLD 
ANYONE KNOW THE 
IT 


DIHADA’S 
N BUT THE 0 

DUNGEONS..HE saio ~BUT TH 

STORY. 


THAT YOU FORGED 
S7OLE YOUR 
A SWORD FOR SHADOW 


DIHADA IN vee 
. EXCHANGE FOR . HAPPENED SO LONG 
POWER... Ze 


ONCE I WAS MERELY 
A MAN; PROUD; 
LONFIDENT.... Ak WARRIOR 
AND ARMORER, SOMETIMES 
I FELT AS IF THE GODS 
THEMSELVES SINGLED NE 
OUT FOR GREATNESS. 


SHE SHOWED NE THE 
ESSENCE OF THE LAND-~ 
THAT POWER HAD COLOR! 
SHE OFFERED IE SUCH 
POWER,..IN EXCHANGE FOR 
A SWORD,..THE FINEST 
BLADE IN EXISTENCE, 


ONE DAY A STRANGER; 
CALLING HERSELF GEYADRONE 
DIHADA; CAME TO ME AND 
TOLD ME STORIES OF BEINGS... 
PLANESWALKERS...WHO HAD 
THE POWER OF GODS. 


DIHADA TOLD 
ME THAT SHE WOULD 
BE BACK IN TEN YEARS 
TO COLLECTTHE 
SWORD...AND THEN 
DISAPPEARED, 


TL WORKED AT NY FORGE EVERY HOUR OF THOSE TEN YEARS. 
I POUNDED AND FOLDED AND HEATED LAYER AFTER LAYER 
OF METAL INTO A BLADE OF EXQUISITE STRENGTH AND 
SUPPLENESS. AFTER EACH FIRING; I COOLED THE BLADE BY 
PLUNGING IT WTO THE BODY OF A POWERFUL 
SLAVE...TAKING HIS STRENGTH INTO THE SWORD. 


AFTER TEN YEARS; DIHADA 
CAME BACK FOR THE SWORD. 
SHE WAS HAPPY WITH MY WORK 
AND; ACCORDING TO OUR 
AGREEMENT; SHE GAVE NE SUCH 
POWER THAT EVEN NOW I CANNOT 
FIND THE WORDS TO DESCRIBE IT. 


THEN THE TRAITORESS 
TOOK THE SWORD AND THRUST 
IT INTO MY SHADOW ON THE 
GROUND. THE THIRSTY BLADE 
DRANK MY SHADOW; AS IT HAD 
SLAKED ITS THIRST ON THE 
BLOOD OF SO MANY SLAVES, 


I CAN STILL 
REMEMBER THE 
FEELING OF SOMETHING 
EMPTINESS, AS THAT DAY...AND 
MY SOUL WAS (WANT IT BALK, 
STOLEN FROM MY 
BODY. 


SO MUCH FOR 
GREATNESS. 


= 
SANS 


AND, AS YOU ‘ 
HAVE DISCOVERED, IF 
YOU CANNOT, CONTROL 
YOUR OWN SAADOW-- 
IT WILL CONTROL 
YOU. 


AH, WELL, SO 
MUCH FOR THE 
PAST.\VE BROUGHT 
SOMEONE WHO WANTS 
TO MEET YOu. 


A LOVELY \ 
STORY. HEART- 
WARMING. 


BUT YOU 
MADE A CHOICE, 
q DAKKON--ONE CANNOT 
HAVE, THE POWER OF 
A GOO AND STILL 
BE A MAN. 


DO yOu < YOUR 
SWORD, DAKKONE AN EAS SELAOE 
DAK ? YOUR SHADOW, 
AL/INOST PERFECT . BELONGS TO THE 
WEAPON. SWAMP KING.. 


THIS IS 
MY SERVANT, 
SOL'KANAR. 


NOW 
SOL'KANAR 
WILL HAVE YOUR 
HEA, AS 
WELL. 


no 
SWORD IS THE 
PERFECT WEAPON, 
DIHADA. 


IT'S ONLY 


AN EXTENSION AND THIS 
OF THE MAN WHO mm CREATURE... 
WIELDS IT : 


THESE /NMPS 
AREN'T MEN, 
EITHER BUT 
ILL WAGER 
THAT THE 
BLEEP. 


bo You 
SEE, DIHADA? YOUR 


SOULLESS CREATIONS 
ARE NOTHING 


HE HAS BECOME 
STRONGER. MAYBE 
HE |S FINALLY STRONG / 
ENCUGCH.. 


you 
MAY HAVE 
BEATEN THE 
SWAMP KING, 
OAKKON... 


> 
wae 


AN 
ELDER 
ORAGON. 


PIRU, 


ATTACK! 


IVE SUMMONED 
THE DRAGONS PIRU 
ANO RHUELL TO 
DESTROY YOU, 
DAKKON. 


THEIR 
ANCIENT POWERS 
ARE NINE TO 
CONTROL. 


OnLy one 
CHANCE... , 


vert 0 
TRAP THE 
DRAGON PIRU 
WITH A SPELL OF 
ONTAINMENT. 


IMPRESSIVE, 
OAKKON. YOU HAVE 
QEVELOPED SINCE 
WE LAST MET. 


OW, 
YOU'RE NOT HAVE NO 
THE ONLY ONE IDEA, DEMON... 
STRONG ENOUGH 
TO CONTROL A 
DRAGON. 


cHRomrum 
DRAGON, RHUELL 
~r YOU WILL OBEY INE, 
rcomMmMAND You 
TO KILL Pred, 


ARE MINE 


PIRU? SHE IS Ny — oe \ TO COMMAND. 
MY MATE... : ‘ KILL HER! 


THE 
BEAST ~~IT 
PULLS THE SPARK 
FROM MY VERY 


WILL TAKE 
YOUR POWER, 
INSTEAD. 


STILL HAVE 
POWER ENOUGH 
TO SEND IT SS 
AWAY, BEGONE, 
DRAGON. 


THAT. 
WAS MOST 
ENTERTAINING, J I HAD 
AKKON. SUCH PLANS 
FOR YOU..BUT YOU'RE 


OF LITTLE USE 
TO ME NOW. 


HOW DID 
IT FEEL TO HAVE 
THE POWER I GAWE 
you Oe gas 


.. THERE'S 
STILL AWOTHER 
I MUST DEAL 


GIVE ME . 
THE SWORD, GIVE YOU 


BOY. 4 THE POWER I 
ONCE GAVE 
DAKKON. 


YOU PO. 

SESS THE SPARK, 
YOUNG LION--YOU'RE 
HALFWAY THERE 
ALREADY. 


SEE FOR 
YOURSELF...YOU 
GAVE YOUR SHACOW 
TO_BRING DAKKON / 

TO THIS WORLD. 


HE Is YOURS 
QCARK SIDE. er 
GAVE HIM LIFE WI 
YOUR_HATE...YOUR 
CESIRE... 


/ HA. YOU ‘ee 
FOC? YOURSELF, YOU'VE LOST 
Boy. YOUR SHADOW, ANDO. 
WITH IT YOUR ABILITY. TO 
SEE THE DARK PLACES 
INSIDE YOUR OWN 
SOUL 


GIVE ME THE 
SWORD, ANO_YOU'LL 
HAVE MORE POWER 

HAN YOU'VE EVER J 
IMAGINED. 


NO..IM NOT 
LIKE A/M_I OON'T 
WANT POWER, I 
WANT REVENGE. 


YOU CAN KILL 
ME, DEMON, BUT 
YOU'LL NEVER HAVE 
(NY SOUL. 


T HAVE 
WHAT'S INE, 
bEmon. 


Come, IF YOU 
WISH TO TRY AND 
TAKE IT FROM 
ME AGAIN... 


a 


IT |S NOT Z 
WHO SHALL PRY 
THE BLACK BLADE 
FROM YOUR O 

FINGERS, 
DAKKON... 


I'll BE 
RESTRAINED 
BY NO DEMON 
OR BEAST! 


Bie 4, 


even 
YOUR MIGHT 
IS NOTHING TO 
mY BLADE. 


THUS FOR; 


MED 
THE CUELING CHAS/N OF 
COLTHONOR 


DCAKKON! S 
DIHADA'S ABSORBING 
THE ORAGON'S EWERGY 
LIKE A SPONGE! 


THE 
ELDER... SHE'S 
LIKE A PLANES- 
WALKER! 


? \\ Qa 


\. 


AAA AEWA: 
MY FORM. 


PITY ABOUT 
OAKKON, THOUGH. 


BUT YOUR 
I DIO HAVE O7HER PART IN MY 


DESIGNS FOR pl AN Is DONE- 
. IT'S TIME FOR 
YOU TO OIE. 


PART? EXPLAIN 
YOURSELF! 


OAKKON 
KILLED THE 
ORAGON, ANO. 
OELIVERED ITS 
eee 8 TO 


DON'T YOU 


RECOGNIZE YOUR TOA ae 


I GAVE DAKKON SO 


OLD FRIEWP FROM mucH POWER. THE ANSWER 


THE DUNGEONS? 4 TS, SIMPLY, THAT ONE DAY 


I WOULO GET IT BACK 
«AND MORE. 


YOUR PREDICTABLE 
DESIRE FOR REVENGE 
SUMMNONEC DAKKON, AND 
THE AMULET I GAVE YOU 
BQOUNO H\M TO THIS 
PLANE. 


ONLY THE 
STRONGEST 
/ BLADEIN EXISTENCE, \| 
ANG. THE MOST POWERFUL NORE THAN 
WARRIOR, COULD KILL | ENOUGH POWER TO 
AN ELDER--AND PROVIDE CHALLENGE ANY FORCE 
ME WITH HER LIFE WHO DARED STAND 
ESSENCE... AGAINST ME. 


YAAAAAAM! 


you 
SHOULO 
HAVE TAKEN MY 
OFFER, LION. YOUR 
S7OCK COULD 
HAVE_PROVEN 
» LSEF LL. 


I STILL HAVE 
AN AGREEMENT 
WITH THE BOY, 

DEMON... 


THAT IF I COULD : 
HOT CONTROL NY NOW THAT I 
SHADOW, IT WOULD HOLD MY SHADOW 
CONTROL ME. I MY HANDS, | WANT 
HO MORE OF YOUR 4a 
YOU HAVE BARGAINS. 
" THINK ABOUT IT, 
“S| DAKKON..THE POWER 


\. OF A GOO ANP 
, YOUR SOUL. 


I WAS WISE \ 
TO CHOOSE You VE 
SO LONG AGO, 
DAKKON. I'M GLAD 


YOU ESCAPED 
PIRU. 


IT 1S LSELESS 
FOR YOU TO STRUGGLE, 
OAKKON...AACCEPT MY 
CARESS. 


ANDO YOUR ¥ : : - 
FUTURE. ; MY SEAL |S 
; ‘ UPON YOU, DAKKON... 
FROM THIS POINT ON, 
YOU ARE AINE. 


YOU SAID NO 
SWORD WAS THE 
PERFECT WEAPON oo : 
ONLY AN EX7EWS/CNV DAKKON. IT IS YOU I 
OF THE MAN WHO HAVE FORGED OVER YOU SHALL 


é é ILLENNIA. CARRY THE BLACK 
aoe . rasan LADE IN MY SERVICE 


FOR E7ERNWV/7Y. 


.WEAR MY 
YOU'LL COME SEAL WITH PRIDE... 
WHEN I CALL--FIGHT Soe. : UNTIL I CALL 
THE BATTLES ~N : - FOR YOU 
I CHOOSE. | oo 


Wie 


DOIHADA F 
ECEIVED US «BUT I'M NOT 
BOTH. GOING TO WAIT 
AROUND HERE FOR _HER 
TO RETURN SO I CAN 
COMPLAIN --ANO 
YOU_SHOULON'T 
EITHER 


THIS IS YOUR 
FAULT! 


If YOU HAD 

NOT CALLED ME HERE-~ 
BOUND ME WITH YOUR 
DAMNED AMULET--1 

WOULDN'T BE A SLAVE TO 

THAT DEMON! 


i) 


YOUR SEVERED 
| . HEAD IS THE ONLY 
ll, 
| : BEASTS WILL FIN 
oe) \ THEY RETURN TO THIS 
: eX FORSAKEN PLACE! 


YOU SHOULD =~ 
BE OE en 
DAKKON... 


«ASTM ™ 
STILL WEARING 
THE AMULET OF 
771-Fa, ANDO_YOU'RE | 

STILL BOUND. 


4 YOU_HAVEN'T 

KEPT YOUR PART OF THE 

BARGAIN..DIHADA LWVES. 
ANO_UNTIL THE DAY I 
CLEASE YOU..IF I OlE-- 
YOU'LL DIE AS WELL! 


BESIDES, I'VE 
GOT SOMETHING } 
TO SHOW i 


OAKKON, YOU 
MAY BE BOUND 
TO LIAMACA, BUT AT 
LEAST SHE NO LONGER 
POSSESSES YOUR 
SOUL..OR MINE. 
COME, 


TERISIARE \ 


DIHADA'S ALL BUT 
DESTROYED CORONDOR. MY 
FAMILY IS DEAD. THERE'S eile sg 

FOR ME HERE. IWANT TO STA 
ANEW, THAT MY OWN CHILDREN. 
WILL NEVER HAVE TO KNOW 
SUCH S7RIFE. 


I'VE HEARD YOu 
ABOUT A LAND Welcome 
CALLED 7ERISIARE,” +0 Come WITH 
FILLED WITH RICHES. 
ME..TO MAKE SURE 
AND CLOCKWORK ; 
: I DON'T GET HURT, 
MAGIC. TD LIKE Ae CHT 
TO SEE IT. pire le 


my 
SHADOW... 
IT'S BACK! 


IT'S BEEN SO 
LONG, CARTH THE 
LION--t BARELY 
» RECOGHIZE IT. 


THE 
END 


il 
eontro| 


Welcome to Netspace, the virtual reality environment of world data exchange. 


it 


Here the Corporation processes invaluable data protected by the best security 


money can buy. And yet, within this neon terrain, a virus has penetrated the 
System, a street-smart data thief known as a Netrunner. Let the battle begin. 


it's allin the game... 


Wizards of the Coast presents Netrunner, the new trading card game by Richard Garfield 


“| Whurds of the Coast Website: 
_ bitp://www.wizards, com 


Wizards of the Coast 
Customer Service: (206) 624-0033 


Steen Wieoeds of the Coost 's « trademark of Whands of the Const, Inc. Cyberpunk 20200 is 8. Tolsortan's wodemnrk for tts adventure gumm ofthe = OF THE COAST 
” dark future, The & Tulsortan Games, inc, logo and the fern Netrunear are trademarks of R Yolsarien Games, inc. Iustvafion by Randy Galleges. ©1995 Winards of the Const, Inc, All rights reserved. 


Address all letters to: Armada Jeof Vita,Asst.Editor c/o ACCLAIM COMICS 275 Seventh Avenue New York,N.Y. 10001 


Jeof Vita 
Assistant Editor 


Jeff Gomez 
Armada Line Editor 


In the annals of Dominaria’s history, Dakkon 
Blackblade is a being spoken of in whispers, and 
even then, only under the most guarded conditions. 
To invoke his name, is to invoke the fury of a god cast 
out of the heavens. Ancient accounts of Dakkon rec- 
ognize him only by the wake of death and destruc- 
tion that he left behind him. To this day, no one can 
say what manner of man—or beast—dwells within 
that armor and wields the mighty Blackblade. Can a 
creature that once held a planeswalker’s power be 
contained? Can a man who casts no shadow truly be 
a man of flesh and blood? The legend of Dakkon 
Blackblade has just begun... 


This is the milieu of Magic: The Gathering. In this 
reality, sorcery is a way of life for those with the will 
and the courage to use it. However, the very magic 
that can resurrect a man, can also destroy him if not 
used properly. Therein is the philosophy behind all 
magic in the universe of Dominia. Wizards must 
become mystically attuned to their worlds before 
drawing upon the mana required to cast spells. From 
the forests, mountains, islands, plains and swamps, 
disciplined wizards “tap” energies, and unleash 
them for good or ill. Each of these five lands pos- 
sesses strengths and weaknesses, but all are part of 
one large cycle of life, death, and rebirth. Those who 
truly master the magic can then attain the level of 
planeswalker, a magician who can travel between the 
very planes of reality across Dominia. 


Back in August of 1993, a small group of gamers had 
the notion to bring these heady ideas to life in the 
form of an innovative concept which came to be 
known as the trading-card game. The gaming, world 


has never been the same! Magic instantly caught the 
fancy of gamers everywhere. With it’s quick play, 
easily readable design and uniquely symmetrical 
rules system, Magic: The Gathering became an 
overnight success. Magic gave players a taste of a 
rich fantasy world and combined that with the chal- 
lenge of a game that could never be played the same 
way twice. For the first time, a sophisticated all-out 
magical “duel,” with all the excitement and imagina- 
tion such a conflict might entail, could be simulated 
on a table-top. 


For fantasy fans, Magic offers a world as grand in 
scope as J.R.R. Tolkien’s Middle Earth, and as charm- 
ing as C.S. Lewis’ Narnia. As one plays the game, it 
is easy to be drawn into the story that unfolds with 
each card. A hero is revealed, complete with 
strengths, weaknesses, fears and foibles. A villain 
rises to challenge him and uncovers hidden secrets 
that change the entire perspective of the game. Each 
card becomes a doorway that, when opened, invites 
you to journey further into its misty folds. As the 
game is played, the player imagines a personal tale to 
explain the events as witnessed. 


That is where we at Armada come in. We are not 
much more than die hard Magic players at heart. We 
too have discovered the many wonderful secrets that 
Dominia has to offer. It is our job to translate these 
secrets into stories and give them life! Working in 
conjunction with the good folks at Wizards of the 
Coast, our job is to do our best to represent Magic: 
The Gathering as honestly as possible, keeping the 
spirit of the game alive in the form of graphic story- 
telling; the uniquely American medium of sequential 
art. Long conferences with WotC’s game designers, 
interviews with staff writers, and countless hours of 
“research” (playing the game whenever possible), 
gave us the tools we needed to put the universe of 
Dominia to pen and ink. Before our eyes, the world 
of Magic came into focus and has proven to be noth- 
ing short of thrilling. It is especially satisfying to us 
that the tales we tell are officially recognized by 
Wizards of the Coast and by fans worldwide as 
canon within the framework of Magic: The 
Gathering. 


As much as we'd like to take credit for everything 
that comes out of Armada, we realize that without a 
few key contributors, there would be nothing for us 
to speak of. The Legend of Dakkon Blackblade is one 
in a series of books that will profile the most 


formidable characters in the Magic: The Gathering 
universe. We would be remiss if we did not give a tip 
of the cap to the following for their hard work in 
bringing this Legend’s tale to life. 


Steve Conard is the creator of the Legends expansion 
set, one of the most popular and rarest card expan- 
sions released for the game. It was Steve who dreamt 
up the origins and templates for the characters and 
adventures that have became the folk and fiction of 
Legends. The Legend of Dakkon Blackblade benefit- 
ted from Steve’s involvement as co-writer, along with 
Jeff Gomez and Jerry Prosser, in that only the creator 
of the character could have given so much insight on 
the hidden motives and deep seated desires of one 
such as the mysterious Dakkon Blackblade. Steve rel- 
ishes his role saying, “It’s great to have this kind of 
input into such high-profile projects. I think it’s all 
working out really well. Hopefully, the Armada gang 
will come back and ask me to do it again!” 


Armada Line Editor Jeff Gémez, in addition to his 
everyday job of watching over the entire line of 
Armada books, sometimes moonlights as a Magic 
writer. His successful run on Magic: The Gathering— 
The Shadow Mage and Ice Age on the World of 
Magic: The Gathering, as well as his Wayfarer minis- 
eries, has proven to be quite popular with longtime 
fans of the comics! Jeff’s favorite creation has been 
Jared Carthalion, the scarred and heavily put-upon 
Shadow Mage. Before our very eyes, Jared has been 
raised from infancy to young adulthood, garnering 
spells from all five colors, and learning the value and 
meaning of becoming a planeswalker. Through the 
haunted eyes of the Carthalion lineage, Jeff (and, 
soon, all of Acclaim Entertainment) can explore the 
sweeping history of all that is Magic—from the 
upcoming Planeswalker War, all the way back to the 
time in prehistory when, to save the world, a boy 
named Carth summoned a planeswalker named 
Dakkon. 


Jerry Prosser is a familiar name to fans of the comics 
and has become a favorite son for us here at Armada. 
He’s really grasped the ideas of Magic: The 
Gathering—a rarity for comic book writers—and 
spun some fantastic tales for us. His first maxi-series, 
the eight-part Antiquities War saga, is well under 
way with the second leg due for release later this 
year. Based in the Seattle area, Jerry has immersed 
himself in the Magic: The Gathering phenomenon. 
While admitting to not having nearly enough time to 
play the game much, Jerry does express his love for 
the world he’s helped to shape in the comics. “It is 
extremely gratifying to be able to contribute so much 
to the mythology that Wizards of the Coast and 
Armada are creating. I’m having a blast!” 


When the time came to seek a penciller for Dakkon 
Blackblade, we thought long and hard to find a talent 
that would do justice to the character. Whoever we 
chose had to be able to bring the raw fury and 


awesome power of Dakkon Blackblade to life with 
his every line. One name came to mind—Rags 
Morales. Rags’ rich, illustrative style turned out to be 
the perfect choice for the adventures of our very own 
legend. From his work on Acclaim Comics’ Turok, 
Dinosaur Hunter, it became clear that Rags could 
beautifully depict everything that Dakkon and Carth 
would encounter on their journey, from sprawling 
landscapes to vile monstrosities. The fantasy genre is 
by no means new territory for our intrepid penciller. 
Rags was also the artistic force behind the TSR’s 
Forgotten Realms saga from DC Comics. 


With pencils like Rags’, it was clear that we could not 
choose just any inker to represent them. We have to 
admit that this choice was handed to us on a silver 
platter, as Rags himself mentioned Barbara Kaalberg 
as his own personal choice. We couldn't agree more. 
Barbara lent her fine lines to Dakkon and really 
placed everything in perspective. A veteran in the 
comics industry, Barbara’s work has been seen most 
recently in the Malibu line of comics. “I really 
enjoyed working over Rags. His style is so dramatic 
and beautiful. I’d like to think that I helped enhance 
the drama of the story with my work.” Don’t worry 
Barbara, we think you did. 


Magic: The Gathering is based on a color system of 
magic that represents the five different land types on 
Dominaria. Could you imagine Dakkon cutting and 
slashing his way through a black and white book? 
Neither could we. Enter Atomic Paintbrush. With a 
few expertly wrought passes of a computer mouse, 
each page of Dakkon Blackblade springs to life in 
vivid color. Our thanks to Dennis Calero, Kristin 
Sorra and all of Atomic Paintbrush for the beautiful 
masterpiece that is Dakkon Blackblade—A Magic: 
The Gathering Legend. 


Last but certainly not least, a nod of appreciation to 
Wizards of the Coast who allowed us to make all of 
this possible. WotC has been nothing but supportive 
of our efforts from day one. People like Lisa Stevens, 
Ronnie Noize, David Lee, Scott Hungerford, Pete 
Venters, Maria Cabardo, Karen Kapscady and a host 
of others bend over backwards on a daily basis to 
accomodate all of our requests for help and guidance 
when we sit down to create the comics. We look for- 
ward to our continued adventures together. 


Many more projects are currently in the works from 
Armada. Later this year, Rebecca Guay, whose work 
in Homelands garnered much critical acclaim, will be 
painting Serra Angel: A Fable of Dominaria. Serra 
Angel will be written by noted fantasy author, 
Margaret Weiss. Following on its heels, Jerry 
Prosser’s Urza-Mishra War on the World of Magic: 
The Gathering will debut with Tom Mandrake and 
Bill Sienkiewicz providing the artwork. Both of these 
projects will bring us deeper into the folds of the 
mystery and the majesty of Dominia, the universe of 
Magic: The Gathering. 


Hello, planeswalkers! This is Shawn F. to use in a game. Naturally, Dakkon starts to 
Carnes, one of the tried and tested rules gurus shine in a game that goes on for a while, as 
for the Magic: The Gathering trading card game Dakkon’s controller has a chance to 
here at Wizards of the Coast. For is | play quite a few lands. For each 
special edition prestige for- land you put into play—it does 
mat comic book, we get a not matter what kind of land it is, 
change to take a look at so long as it is a land—Dakkon 
Dakkon Blackblade. Most fans gets stronger and stronger! 
of the game will recognize | If you play with Dakkon you 
Dakkon Blackblade as a card should be wary of cards et 
from the set Legends, one of es lands, such as Ston 
the first expansions to Magic. i (red sorcery) and Strip 
The card was reprinted for the > (land). Those spells will 
Chronicles set last year, and not ae take away from your 
remains one of the most popular | land resources, but they will 
in the entire collection. As ' take away from Dakkon’s 
always, I will be commenting on power and toughness as well. 
the action of the story, as well as You should be especially 


providing some tips with respect wary of massive land 
to the game and how you can take destruction spells such as 


advantage of the cards mentioned. mi lon. If this card is successfully cast, 
So, without further delay, here comes Dakkon pot only a you lose all your lands, but 


co, See Dakkon will die! Remember that if you have no 
‘lackblade counts as a black, blue jands in play, Dakkon becomes a 0/0 creature, 
and white creature. His Carnne and dies because he doesn’t have any tough- 
cost is 2 blue, 1 black, 1 white, [ep vee ness whatsoever. 
and 2 colorless mana (this means /j oo a , §— ere’s a big hint: You might 
that it can be 2 mana of any | j : Me) think about placing an 
color). In total, it takes 6 mana to | enchantment or two. on 
bring him into play—a fair jj ) Dakkon just to be safe. A spell 
amount for any reasonable | 4 Fetch as He rgth (a white 
creature. Dakkon’s special abil- enchantment which increases a 
ity is directly tied to his power creature’s stats by +1/+2) will 
and toughness: for each land |, keep Dakkon in play, even if 
the controller has in play, / something happens to all of your 
Dakkon’s power and tough- lands. 
ness both increase by one. If In this issue, we also experience 
the player has only a single | la few surprises. The ae is a 
land in play, then Dakkon is niroatee of $ 
a 1/1 creature. If, conversely, vamp King into the any ike 
you have 12 lands in play, Bakko Sol’Kanar is a card was 
then Blackblade becomes a , introduced as a card in the Legends 
whopping 12/12 creature! 7 expansion. He is a 5/5 creature with 
Dakkon’s special ability makes him interesting a casting cost of 1 red, 1 black, 1 blue, and 2 col- 


orless. He has a special ability 
in that Sol’Kanar’s controller 
gains 1 life each time a black 
spell is cast. This is a pretty 
nifty special ability, since 
chances are that if you play 
with Sol’Kanar, you will be 
using black spells anyway. 
As an added bonus, even 
black spells that are cast by 
your opponents will get you 
that 1 life point! 

There are cards in Magic 
which seem to go well with 
Sol’Kanar for his special 
ability. The one which might work 
best with Sol’Kanar is the artifact Throne of 
Bone. Its special ability is almost identical to 
Sol’Kanar’s, in that you gain 1 life for every 
black spell cast, so long as you spend 1 mana of 
any color to activate it. It 
is also a continuous arti- 
fact, meaning that you do 
not have to tap it to acti- 
vate its special ability. The 
more black spells you or 
your opponent cast, the 
more you can use it. The 
Throne has a casting cost 
of just 1 colorless mana, so 
it is pretty inexpensive 
to bring into play. The 
Throne, in conjunction with 
Sol’Kanar’s special ability, 
can really start racking up the 
life totals, if you rely on back 
spells in your deck! 

Another surprise in the story was the appear- 
ance of the Chromium Elder Dragon. Fans of 
the Magic comics will remember the Chromium 
from his featured roles in 
the Elder Dragons miniseries, 
and issue #3 of the Ice 
Age miniseries. Apparently, 
his appearence in this book 
predates all of the others, as 
he seems happily mated to 
Piru—the fabled sixth Elder 
Dragon. Often refered to by 
his “human” name, Rhuell, 
we also know that the 
Chromium Dragon had a 
special relationship with 
Ravidel, who turns out to 
be a major villain in the j | 
Shadow Mage, Wayfarer, 


and upcoming Planeswalker War 
comics. 

In this issue, Rhuell and Piru are 
summoned by Geyadrone Dihada, 
the foil for both Carth and Dakkon. 
It is nice to see the continuity of 
Corondor spanning so many cen- 
turies and interweave itself through- 
out Armada’s various Magic titles. 
You don’t need to collect ‘em all, but in 
my humble opinion, it makes for a 
darn good story. Also, any time I get to 
see an Elder Dragon—let alone two of 
them—in action, it’s a treat! _ 

Well, that about wraps it up for this 
special edition. Sometimes, I have to 
wonder when the heroes of the story will learn 
that you never get something for nothing— 
especially when they deal with some of 

Dominia’s more powerful sorcerers, like 
Geyadrone Dihada. Carth sure could 
have used some helpful hints from the 
likes of his great-great-great-etc. -grand- 
son Jared Carthalion, eh? Anyway, the 
loss of one’s shadow was a nice touch to 
the focus of the story, and the tale in 
general. I also thought it was pretty 
yy) darn cool the way things turned out in 
the end. No, they (Carth and eventual- 
ly Dakkon) didn’t achieve their ulti- 
mate goal of eliminating Dihada, but 
not all legendary tales are so neatly 
wrapped up in one single issue. We'll 
have to see if there is more to the 
story as they both travel to none 
other than Terisiare! Something tells me we 
haven’t seen the last of Carth and 
Dakkon...they themselves may not return, but 
their effect on Dominia’s history and story will 
undoubtedly be felt forages to come. __ 
Until next time, may your shadow. never 

leave you! : 


Editor’s Note: As always, Shawn 
B purposefully left out a number of Magic: 
Macs) The Gathering and Armada continuity 
references in his column. Readers are 
always welcome to write to Jeof Vita - 
# Assistant Editor, c/o Acclaim Comics, 

| 275 Seventh Ave., New York, NY 10001, 
and pick up on anything Shawn missed. 
We've got signed copies of comics, posters, 
j and other neat collectibles waiting for 
eagle-eyed Magic players and Dominaria 
| continuity buffs! 


According to the Chronicles of the Swamp 
King, with one wave of his Scepter, he cast a spell 
so powerful that it overflowed the Great Sulgh 
Swamp, consuming an entire kingdom in a single 
night. The true story tells of darker secrets and 
enemies, and reveals the genuine nature of 
the power of the once-Elemental known as 
SofKanar... 


The Dragon War 


A Legend of SofKanar the Swamp King 
by Jack C. Harris & Alexander Glass 
PROLOGUE 


Our story begins not with SofKanar but cen- 
turies before, with a planes-traveling being known 
as Sivitri Scarzam. Astride mighty dragons named 
for her, she rode across dimensions as if they were 
meadows and dales. Piercing the veil, she came to 
Dominaria with a starving horde of these horrors. 
They descended upon the lush lands of southeast- 
ern Corondor like locusts, devouring all in their 
path. All before the Scarzam Dragons were thrown 
into panic and frenzy. 

As the dragons began to spread, people began to 
band together to battle these creatures. The 
refugees, mostly farmers, of Sivitri’s early raids 
joined these groups in hopes of somehow taking 
back their land. With no place that would hold 
them if they lost, these forces battled with the 
strength of despair, but to little avail. 

Weapons of iron and wood were useless against 
the hides of the beasts. As this became more appar- 
ent to the warriors, they tried other methods of 
destruction. After attempting trick avalanches, fire 
traps, water traps, and whatever meager magics 
they could muster, it seemed nothing could stand 
in the way of the dragon swarm. Until one day, 
an aged healer came upon a poppy that he had 
never seen before though he had wandered the 
region for years. 

When mulched into a potion, it became an 
incredibly potent contact poison against Scarzam 
Dragons. Spears did not need to penetrate but only 
to touch scaled flesh to kill. Dozens of the crea- 
tures were killed before Sivitri, astride the 
largest—said to be capable of leveling a moun- 
tain—left the plane for other conquests. The last of 
the dragons were destroyed, and the joyous victors 
settled in the region surrounding the origin point 
of the invasion, namely the areas north and west 
of the Great Sulgh Salt Marsh. Shortly thereafter, 
Geyadrone Dihada entered this plane. Not long 
after her initial appearance, the mysterious pop- 
pies vanished from the land. 


* * * 


SofKanar the warped Earth-Elemental came to 
prominence in this region a few short years after 
his defeat at the hands of Dakkon Blackblade. He 
had [ost to the powerful warrior, and Geyadrone 
had left him stranded in Corondor, after fleeing 
the plane. 

As a being of twisted earth and decay, those 
elements in the Sulgh swamp appealed to him. 


Within the swamp he would appear to the tribes 
on occasion, spreading the belief that he was a 
god, capable of protection...or destruction. Using 
surprise visits and a subtle control over the 
environment, he became the undisputed leader of 
the land. He sat on his throne like a huge toad, 
waited upon by primitive tribesman and creatures 
he had culled from the swamps. But his greedy 
eyes roamed to the horizon, hungry to rule as 
he once had. 

To the east of his dank sovereignty were the 
remains of the Kingdom of Khone. Fragmented 
and broken, its islands and bogs created many nat- 
ural barriers within itself. Its people, as fragment- 
ed as its lands, consisted of tribes that endlessly 
struggled over petty territorial and philosophical 
disagreements. 

To the west, was the Kingdom of Shikar, where 
the lush White Woods gave way to rolling plains, 
creating large open lands with little divisions. Her 
people were a proud and noble race, who sought 
Rnowledge and wisdom. 

Between them they had drained the swamp 
enough to form a thin road, one kingdom to the 
other. Each land had offerings the other needed 
and a bountiful symbiosis had emerged. Great car- 
avans of foods and wares traveled through the 
dark foreboding swamps in great succession. 

One day, a hideous creature emerged from the 
roadside and proclaimed that the swamp and all in 
it now belonged to him. This “swamp king,” of 
course, was SofKanar, who then caused the entire 
road to submerge into the bog, cutting off the 
two kingdoms. As traffic was high that day, many 
tons of badly-needed goods disappeared into 
the muck. 

SofKanar allowed one person from each king- 
dom to survive the mire to send a message back. 
His demands were simple: provide him with the 
sages and written Rnowledge of the two kingdoms 
or, like their road, they would sink into the swamp 
and perish. The road would not be reestablished 
until he was satisfied with their tribute. In all too 
short a time, the two countries, embarrassed and 
frightened by their mutual dependence, came to 
hate one another for what had been wrought. 
These two once peaceful realms began to be 
Rnown collectively as the Contrary Kingdoms. 

The wisdom of placating the powerful Swamp 
King was the one thing the Contrary Kingdoms 
now agreed upon. They supplied him with food, 
riches and slave labor to build a great library in the 
swamp for his new found knowledge. 

SofKanar secretly did not have the power to 
destroy both their kingdoms. What he could do 
was predict and augment natural disasters. He 
occasionally wiped out a village in one kingdom, 
claiming it was punishment for a transgression 
of the other. This way he fanned the flames 
of conflict, pushing both civilizations toward the 
brink of war. 

SolKanar, now well-fed and supplied, settled 
into his stone library. He studied for a means to 
achieve the conquests that were once his. He could 
destroy thousands of men with his personal 
power alone. However, he had not the manpower 
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or personal strength to retake all of Corondor. He 
needed more information. Then, after sifting 
through the scrolls and annals of the Contrary 
Kingdoms, he uncovered an account of the only 
being who could accomplish his goal: the last of 
the Scarzam Dragons. The only element able to 
withstand them had rotted away in the swamp 
ages ago. With this beast as his flagship, he would 
regain his true standing—beyond the borders of 
his miserable marshes. 

But for all his abilities and strength, SofKanar 
was not a planeswalker. He had not the skills to 
summon a creature, let alone something as power- 
ful as the greatest of the Scarzam Dragons. 
Geyadrone Dihada, of course, was long gone. 
SofKanar would have to locate a being with the 
raw ability to summon this grand creature; prefer- 
ably young, and easily manipulated. With this an 
idea began to germinate inside his twisted brain. 

As happened every year, the inhabitants of the 
Contrary Kingdoms marveled at Sol’Kanar’s 
power. As their tribute caravans of treasure and 
slaves approached the swamp’s edge, Sol’Kanar 
would part the reeking mire and muck and gas, 
rolling it back and allowing them passage. In silent 
awe they would descend into swamp-walled path, 
always fearing that they would be swallowed up by 
the thick, ominous ooze. 

From the east came the caravan of the Kingdom 
of Khone, bearing precious jewels, honed from 
their rocky borders, dried meats from slaughtered 
beasts and slave girls who were the daughters of 
conquered tribes. 

From the west, the caravan of the Kingdom of 
Shikar arrived, bearing exotic fruits and wines, 
priceless spun fabrics and powerful men who had 
volunteered to forever serve SofKanar for the sake 
of their people. All the books and scrolls from both 
kingdoms had been almost drained by Sof’Kanar’s 
lust for arcane knowledge. 

The members of the two caravans, as well as 
their Ringdoms, hated each other as they did 
SofKanar. Each realm desired the treasures of the 
other as Sol’Kanar desired the world. The concept 
of trade and equitable exchange now eluded them. 
The ruthlessness of the powerful Sof Kanar was all 
they knew of negotiations. 

Once the caravan masters had discharged their 
cargo, Sol’Kanar issued a decree for them to con- 
vey back to their respective chiefs. He told them of 
the last of the Scarzam and how it still lived, fes- 
tering in some mystical realm, waiting to be 
resummoned by powerful magic. 

SofKanar’s decree was this: On the next Date of 
Tribute, no caravan was to cross the swamp. No 
cargoes of jewels, or meats, or fruits, wines, fabrics 
or slaves was to attempt to traverse the bog. 
Instead, each Kingdom was to send their most 
potent spell wielder...a magician powerful enough 
to cast the sorceries that would bring back and 
control the last of the Scarzam dragons. If one of 
these magicians were successful, then Sol’Kanar 
would quit the marsh and leave the Kingdoms to 
their own rule and their own designs. 

To insure a speedy compliance, Sol’Kanar’s 
added one final, deadly condition: If said magician 


came from Khone, then Solf’Kanar would allow the 
Great Salt Marshes to engulf Shikar. If Shikar 
provided the mage, then Khone would be forever 
submerged in that sickening ooze. That he could 
not actually implement this cataclysm didn’t 
matter. He had terrorized them enough that 
they believed it. 

For a moment, the caravan masters were 
stunned, scarcely believing their ears. Then they 
turned their mounts and galloped at breakneck 
speed in the direction of their kingdoms, the 
wicked laughter of SofKanar trailing behind them. 
All he had to do was wait... 


* * * 


Under SofKanar’s edict, Shikar was forced to 
put aside its scientific ways and begin a massive 
search. On the other hand, that same decree unit- 
ed Khone, strengthening its resolve as they too 
tried to find an individual powerful enough to 
complete the Swamp King’s task. 

In Khone, however, the tribal chieftains gath- 
ered up all children who had shown even the 
smallest degree of magical talent. They herded 
them into a central valley and placed their care in 
the charge of domineering midwives. They 
stripped the children of their tribal tokens and 
their names, giving them numbers instead. They 
forced them to use their magic to survive, paring 
down to the most powerful among them. They 
considered the chosen one as a Sacrifice to 
SofKanar, someone who could perform a service 
and then be forgotten. 

The Shikaran sages mounted a journey north 
to distant Minorad, and made petitions for an 
ancient Thran device held in the lowest vaults of 
its library. The device, a bejewelled eyepiece, 
allowed for the viewer to see the natural flow 
of mana in people. 

They used it to examine one another, and all the 
nobles and the artisans. They continued with the 
farmers and soldiers, swept through the midwives 
and ladies, into the ranks of the ditch diggers and 
thieves and prisoners only to discover that mana’s 
most potent vessel lay in the heart and soul of an 
eleven year old girl. The child, Chondaeh, was 
pulled, albeit gently, from her mother’s arms and 
brought to the keeps of the wisest sages in the 
land. Her parents were well-recompensed and able 
to visit occasionally, and she was guaranteed food 
and lodging for the rest of her life. 

Her training began and the mages were much 
encouraged. They taught her all they knew about 
the arcane arts, hoping that some spell or skill 
would allow her to be able to summon this crea- 
ture. She absorbed these lessons with astonishing 
ease, learning the meditations to allow her to per- 
ceive the flow of the energy of the universe. At 
year’s end, the kingdom was in high hopes. 

Almost simultaneously, in the Khone Valley of 
Sacrifice, the Numbered Ones experienced a simi- 
lar occurrence. As instructed, these children fought 
among themselves for their food, their clothing 
and their shelter. At this late date, the tribal chief- 
tains reasoned, the final one Ieft alive would be 
powerful enough to meet Sof’Kanar’s challenge. 


Gathered in an uneven circle, the first twenty of 
the Numbered Ones were struggling for their sup- 
per. At the center of the circle was a large Yalomar 
Cat, a fur-covered beast with claws, fangs, cunning 
and agility. Armed with powerful magic, the twen- 
ty were attempting to slay the beast, hoping its 
flesh would prove palatable. In the language of the 
Scarzam tribe, the children borne only numbers as 
identification: Ahn, Tal, Thu, Fah, Fif, Ska, Gyd, 
Jate, Nah, Tak, Elok, Twal, Thutri, Fahtri, Fiftri, 
Skatri, Gydolien, Jatetri, Nahtri and Venali. 

The Yalomar Cat clawed and bit at the air, 
unable to comprehend what was happening. It 
twisted and spit as the spells lashed its hide invisi- 
bly. Suddenly, it leapt at the seventeenth of the 
Numbered Ones, the young girl known only as 
Gydolien. 

No one is certain what happened at that 
moment. It is theorized that all of the Numbered 
Ones propelied their spells at the leaping cat con- 
currently, charging it with magic unequaled. 
Containing more energy than flesh could safely 
contain, the cat burst into a spectacle of light and 
sound. All shadow in the valley was consumed 
along with eighteen of the nineteen Numbered 
Ones and the resulting flash of brightness forever 
blinded the midwives. 

Even blinded, the midwives knew they had 
found She Who Would Be Sacrificed. All in the 
Kingdom of Khone would soon come to Rnow and 
fear the name of Gydolien Mor. 

As the Date of Tribute approached, message 
birds were sent from both Shikar and Khone, 
informing Sof’Kanar that powerful magicians had 
been found. Alone and unarmed, Chondaeh and 
Gydolien Mor set forth to face the Swamp King. 
Approaching from the west, Chondaeh stepped 
into the path created by the parting mire of the 
Salt Marshes. From the east, Gydolien Mor did 
the same. 

The booming of SofKanar’s laughter echoed 
through the bog as he observed the two girls, both 
just entering womanhood, making their way 
toward him. He found it amusing, almost impossi- 
ble to believe, such fragile human flesh harbored 
the most powerful magic the Contrary Kingdoms 
could supply. 

His laughter, however, ceased as soon as the two 
girls set themselves before him, and began to con- 
centrate. He looked on in anticipation as the two 
budding sorceresses began to focus, searching for 
the object of their new master’s desire. Sweat 
began to trickle down their brows, but little hap- 
pened. Sol’Kanar was not fooled, though. He could 
feel the fabric of reality just beginning to be pulled. 
At the height of their effort, a small light no larger 
than a pin prick began to form, so bright even 
SofKanar’s enchanted eyes could not [ook at it. 

Exhausted, both girls fell back, barely conscious- 
ness, the light flickering to nothing. SofKanar had 
so enjoyed this confrontation that he amended his 
decree. Still seeking the last of the Scarzam 
Dragons as his own, he told the girls that they 
would have to return each year until one of them 
succeeded in his request. In the meantime, the 
Date of Tribute would be suspended. Such duels 


were worth the price. Besides, Sol’Kanar knew that 
if the Scarzam Dragon was his, the lands of Shikar 
and Khone would only be the first of a long list of 
conquests. The veil had been pierced in the tiniest 
of ways. In time, these girls would succeed, and 
time was all Sol’Kanar possessed. 

In the land of Shikar, Chondaeh was greeted 
with cheers and joy when she returned. The best 
magicians of the kingdom would study the ancient 
tomes with her, instructing her on more and more 
powerful magics. 

In Khone, Gydolien Mor was derided as a failure. 
The most powerful magicians of her realm would 
spend all waking hours hurling their magic at her, 
forcing her to absorb it, painful as it was. 

The girls concentrated on their studies in their 
own way. But in the backs of their minds, they 
were always thinking of each other. Gydolien Mor 
had heard Chondaeh speak of her mother as she 
assumed her meditations at the feet of Sol’Kanar. 
The concept of knowing one’s mother was foreign 
to Gydolien. And yet, she noticed a confidence and 
self-assurance about Chondaeh such as she had 
never seen in any of her tribe. Could it be, she won- 
dered, that this “mother” instilled such attributes? 
Gydolien pondered this all year. 

Chondaeh was intrigued with Gydolien as well. 
Never had she seen such ferocity in a woman 
before. Were all of the people of Khone so forceful, 
dangerous and evil? She had seen it in Gydolien’s 
eyes...a burning hatred, and yet, an exotic beauty. 
While it unnerved her, Chondaeh could see the 
power such hate could spawn. Since her earliest 
memories, Sol’Kanar the Swamp King was the per- 
sonification of evil for her. But now, her own per- 
sonal adversary could very well replace him. 

The second Date of Tribute finally arrived, and 
Chondaeh and Gydolien Mor stood once again at 
the feet of SofKanar. Slaves administered to him 
as he waved the Scepter of the Swamp, his club- 
like pale imitation of Dakkon’s Black Blade, and 
the great Salt Marshes closed around the two 
determined women. Once more the magic duel 
raged, convulsing the ground below and the sky 
above. Both figures floating off the ground, focus- 
ing on that one spot. 

SofKanar could feel the energy flowing, 
unstitching reality making a hole just a bit larger 
than the last. He Rnew it would work. He Rnew 
these women had the power to revive the Ieg- 
endary beast. Far to the east and west, the inhabi- 
tants of the Contrary Kingdoms waited. But when 
the night passed, Chondaeh and Gydolien Mor 
returned, both reporting failure, both ordered to 
return in a year to try once again. 

And so it was, year after year they trained and 
studied, or suffered and fought, each trying to find 
the one spell that would free the last Scarzam and 
place it under SofKanar’s command. As they did, 
their Ringdoms changed. The tribal chieftains of 
Khone longed for the battles of old. Conqueror’s 
blood flowed through their veins. They wanted 
to lash out, to attack, to vanquish the world 
around them. 

Chondaeh’s reports to the leaders of Shikar 
filled them with fear. If the young sorceress girl 


who fought for Khone was as powerful and as evil 
as Chondaeh had described, how much more dan- 
gerous must her leaders be! 

The Khone chieftains searched for outlets to 
continue their warring ways, while the leaders of 
Shikar sought defenses. 

As the fifteenth year of the conflict neared the 
Date of Tribute, the chieftains of Khone conceived 
a new plan. Gydolien Mor had grown in beauty and 
power. Some even suspected that her power could 
rival that of SofKanar the Swamp King himself. 
Gydolien was summoned before the tribal chiefs 
and given new orders. As always, she was to try 
with all of her power to call forth that last of the 
Scarzam Dragons. But instead of turning this awe- 
some creature over the Swamp King, she was to 
use its power herself, destroying SofKanar and 
returning the beast to her homeland. If she would 
agree to this, then she would be made general of 
all the tribal armies. Astride the dragon, she would 
lead all of Khone across the world in a glorious 
campaign of conquest. 

Realizing the importance of loyalty, family and 
love, Chondaeh tempered her studies with as 
normal a life as she could. Honored and revered 
among her people, she still visited with her 
mother and sported with friends. Approaching 
her sixteenth year, she fell in love with a hand- 
some and noble craftsman Rnown as Jinno 
Terimund. His love for Chondaeh was as strong as 
his fear for her safety. More than once he begged 
her to pass her duty on to another. Of course, 
she refused, steadfast in her responsibility and 
obligation. 

Jinno was inspired by her loyalty, and secretly 
approached the Shikaran Council with a daring 
plan. Disguised as a Khonian, Jinno would journey 
to the southern border of Sulgh, to the treacherous 
regions where the Salt Marshes seeped toward the 
southern seas. Risking life and limb, Jinno would 
cross the border into Khone and spy on its people. 

His talents and gifts as a craftsman and tracker 
granted him leave to do this, and allowed him safe 
Passage among the war-like people. In but a few 
short weeks, he learned of the tribal chieftains’ 
plan of conquest, and rushed to return to his home 
with the intricacies of their schemes. 

But during his attempt to leave Khone, Jinno was 
found out! A slip of the tongue exposed him as a 
Shikaran, and he was attacked by a squad of spear- 
men. Their jagged, poison-tipped weapons cut him 
as he fled, but thoughts of Chondaeh’s resolve pro- 
pelled him onward. His determination could be no 
less than hers. With the Khone poison coursing 
through his veins, Jinno managed to fight his way 
back to the side of his love. As Chondaeh cradled 
his infected body in her arms, he reported Khone’s 
intention and strategy. With his dying breath, 
Jinno Terimund begged Chondaeh to use her 
power to halt them. 

The leaders of Shikar were more determined 
than ever for Chondaeh to be the one to summon 
up the last of the Scarzam. If she succeeded, then 
SofKanar would leave and the Salt Marshes would 
rise to destroy the people of Khone. But Chondaeh 
did not agree. 


She pointed to the body of her fallen lover, and 
told the leaders to look at what they had done. 
Though her councilors loved her, they protested. 
They claimed that they were not to blame for 
Jinno’s heroic death. That he died at the hands of 
the Khone barbarians. But Chondaeh pressed on. 

She told the leaders of how she had seen her 
land change. She told them that once they were 
scholars and men of science, but now they had 
descended into creatures of deception. Had they 
learned nothing? Did they still truly believe a crea- 
ture such as SofKanar would keep his word? If he 
had the Scarzam Dragon at his command, would 
he really quit their land and leave them in peace? 
Only fools would still believe such things. 

The Shikarans were shocked as if out of a stu- 
por. They realized Chondaeh spoke the truth. Even 
if she won the sorcerors’ duel with Gydolien Mor, 
SofKanar would not leave the Salt Marshes. With 
the Scarzam Dragon he would further subjugate 
both peoples, even as he moved on to the rest of 
Corondor. What could be done? 

One leader calmed them down. He pointed to 
Chondaeh, the one they all called savior. She 
would Rnow what to do. She would save them all. 
Chondaeh smiled at the leaders. 

Days later, at the edge of the swamp, the peo- 
ple of Shikar gathered once again to witness 
Chondaeh’s departure. They cheered her on as 
they had done so many times previously. None but 
the leaders Rnew of her bold and dangerous plan. 
She was going to raise the last of the Scarzam 
Dragons this time...she Rnew it. But she was not 
going to win. She was going to lose to Gydolien 
Mor. She had to. 

Far to the east, the tribal chieftains accompanied 
Gydolien Mor as SofKanar’s spell created safe pas- 
sage through the Salt Marshes. They were confi- 
dent that the Shikaran spy had been slain, and 
they were confident that Gydolien had enough 
magic to wrench the power of the returned 
Scarzam Dragon from SolKanar’s dark grasp. The 
beast would soon be theirs...and with such power 
came the world. 

Chondaeh and Gydolien Mor soon stood at the 
feet of SolKanar. Storm clouds collected above 
them. The churning bog surged around them as 
SofKanar bade them begin. Gydolien raised her 
arms, energy crackling from her fingertips. But 
before she could create her portal, Chondaeh cried 
out her name. 

As lightning flashed and thunder rolled, she 
appealed to her archrival. In her gruffest voice, she 
called Gydolien to consider an alternative. 
Ignoring Gydolien’s sneer, she pressed on. If 
SofKanar has an ultimate weapon, why would he 
show the Contrary Kingdoms mercy, when he 
never has before? If you give a warrior a sword, 
Chondaeh reasoned, what keeps him from using it 
on you? This idea was quite understood by the 
Khonian who Rnew all too well this cold and love- 
less philosophy. 

The sword is too big for either of us, Chondaeh 
continued, we must draw it together. Otherwise, 
your Khonian hopes of glory will be crushed under 
SofKanar’s new power! 


Gydolien Mor, despite herself, Rnew that 
Chondaeh was right. The only way to gain the prize 
they had Iong sought was to work together. 

She turned and faced Chondaeh, but—and for 
the first time—not as an adversary. Now, they 
would be confederates, allies joined for a 
common cause. 

The surging energies of their magics combined. 
All of Sulgh trembled, sending waves of force rush- 
ing across the great Salt Marshes. Winds whipped 
vines and branches to flesh cutting speeds, 
howling like the death screams of a thousand 
Yalomar Cats. 

The swamp’s churning mire erupted with fire 
and fervor. SofKanar himself had to clutch his 
throne of stone to keep his footing. His slaves fell 
to his feet, pleading for their lives. Some say that, 
at the height of their power, Chondaeh and 
Gydolien glowed like newborn stars, that the sand 
beneath their feet was heated into glass, and that 
the course of the mighty Golthonor Torrent was 
altered by the energies unleashed! 

Then, suddenly, all was silent. 

Exhausted and expended, Chondaeh and 
Gydolien Mor fell to their knees, smoke rising from 
their bodies, their heads bowed. 

From below, a rumble vibrated the ground. 
SofKanar leaned forward, his eyes wide as he lis- 
tened. 

And then, with a crack like a million bolts of 
lighting, the glass shattered...and amid the shards 
arose...a huge and hideous behemoth. The last of 
the Scarzam had returned! 

Swooping through the portal, the creature’s 
scream was humbled only by the voice of the being 
who commanded it. After all these centuries, 
Sivitri Scarzam still rode the beast, and she had 
every intention of forcing down the illness that fol- 
lowed her summoning and facing the sorceror who 
brought her there. 

She turned to Sol’Kanar, seeing through his 
demented form to his original shape. You, 
she screamed, you destroyed my beautiful beasts. 
And it was true. In his previous incarnation 
as a Force of Nature, it was Sofkanar who 
created the lethal poppy that poisoned the 
Scarzam! When Geyadrone Dihada transformed 
him, his power twisted, causing his creations to 
wilt and fade. Truly, he was the ultimate hatred 
in her life. 

Sofkanar recoiled in horror and anguish. To be 
seen—revealed for what he once was—it damaged 
his connection to the swamp. His magic buckled 
under the weight of his darkest truth. 

Scarzam prepared to charge SolKanar with 
all her might, and the Swamp King was taken 
aback, suddenly uncertain of his chances 
against this woman’s rage. But then, as the 
great Scarzam Dragon began to swing about, it 
stopped, frozen. 

Gydolien Mor had begun to tag the beast. Her 
dark, cruel and lonely heart nearly beat singly 
with the one in the Scarzam’s chest. The dragon 
was torn. He felt two mistresses where moments 
ago there had been only Sivitri. Gydolien felt her 
control slipping almost before it had been 


achieved. Trembling, slowly giving in to the 
destructive urges of its true mistress, the Scarzam 
was making its choice. The veins all but bursting in 
her head, she used every last ounce of her will to 
direct one final command: GO AWAY. The dragon, 
overwhelmed, leapt back into the still-open portal 
and disappeared with its rider. 

SolKanar could scarcely comprehend what had 
happened. He looked skyward, still expecting 
Sivitri Scarzam to turn the soaring beast to attack. 
It was then he realized that he had been betrayed. 
Chondaeh leapt behind protective rocks, praying 
for the outcome she had plotted so carefully. 
Though Gydolien Mor had saved his life, she had 
dispelled his chance at world conquest. This was 
unforgivable. 

It was then it happened. It was then that the 
great Salt Marshes surged eastward! Whether they 
did so at Sol’Kanar’s command, or whether they 
were powered by the raw energy that had flowed 
through the portal, Sofkanar had exacted his 
revenge. A great, black, oozing tidal wave swept 
toward the east. Far away, the assembled tribes of 
Khone could not fathom what was happening. 
Then, the swamp tribesman, nurtured by Sofkanar 
into an army swept into the kingdom, slaying any 
survivors. The swamp had consumed the Kingdom 
of Khone. Over the surge, only the screams of 
Gydolien Mor—the sole survivor of Khone—could 
be heard. 

In the confusion, Chondaeh fled to her people. 
Stunned and joyous, her people greeted her with 
song and celebrations far into the night. 

She had triumphed beyond all expectations. 
With the destruction of Khone, Shikar was able to 
concentrate all of its forces, fortifiying its eastern 
borders against the Swamp King’s future incur- 
sions. Sol’Kanar’s hold over its people dissipated 
to that of a child’s bedtime warning. They were free 
at last...free to return to their study of science and 
order, and free to further explore the new magics 
they had discovered and developed. 

As Chondaeh herself said, “Peace must prevail, 
even if the wicked must die.” 

As for Gydolien Mor, her oath was directed at 
Chondaeh. Though Gydolien bore her rival a 
grudging respect for her ruthlessness and clever- 
ness in getting her to change sides, it was 
Chondaeh who had actually caused the destruc- 
tion of Khone! Chondaeh’s manipulations, with 
her understanding of the ways of Sol’Kanar and 
the people of Khone, had tricked Gydolien Mor 
into combining their powers. It was Chondaeh 
who had beguiled her into driving SofKanar to 
drown her race and her homeland. The people of 
Khone were cruel, inhuman, savage and loveless, 
but they were Gydolien Mor’s people, and they 
must be avenged. 

Disgusted and now all but powerless—for it 
would take centuries for him to recover from 
Scarzam’s revelatory gaze—Sol’Kanar the Swamp 
King turned his attention to other arcane affairs. 
He would conquer new realms, and build new 
armies, but deep in his bitter heart, the destruction 
of his nemesis, Sivitri Scarzam, would always 
be his goal. 


A friend and I recently speculated that you could write 
a term paper on anything, then proved it by coming up 
with mock-solemn topic sentences for a mythical paper 
entitled “Gender Reversal and Freudian Symbolism in 
Cutthroat Island” (a completely forgettable movie). 
Considering that this sort of thing goes on regularly 
among Trekkies and Middle Earthers, and that during 
my full-time Armada team days, Jeff Gomez and I held 
obligatory Friday post-mortems on the late lamented 
My So-Called Life, there is no reason why we shouldn't 
mine our own allegorical landscape here. So—bearing in 
mind that film as an artform was once taken no more 
seriously than comic books are today—we prepare for the 
day when “Graphic Novels 101” will be taught in col- 
lege, and hereby offer all you future footnoters: 


CLASSICAL ALLUSIONS AND 
INTERGENERATIONAL DYNAMICS 
IN MAGIC: THE GATHERING- 

Or, How Jeff Gomez and the Armada Team Came 
Up with All That Weird/Cool/Both-of-the-Above 

Stuff 


by Sharon Claire Mitchell 


Fans of Magic: The Gathering who've played with 
cards derived from the Brothers War know how the 
private squabbles of one family can have lasting 
consequences, not only for that family, but for the 
entire world. The hugest of Magic’s historical set 
pieces—the Fallen Empires, the Ice Age, the inva- 
sion of the Homelands—often have their start in 
seemingly small incidents. Generations of local citi- 
zenry are affected by events they may never have 
heard of: the grungiest beggar in Rabiah, for exam- 
ple, might have been a prince, if not for something a 
planeswalker did on the other side of the multiverse, 
five millennia ago. So how do you get a handle on 
something like this for the Armada comics? What's 
the best way to tell an epic and visual story, worthy 
of the tremendous amount of creativity and artistry 
being put into these little Magic cards? 

Well, one approach might have been to tell inti- 
mate, thoughtful stories set in exotic environs: sto- 
ries that don’t really touch on planeswalkers, 
Magic’s take on the gods of Olympus. This is an 
approach taken by the HarperCollins Magic novels, 
and there can be no arguing that they're doing it bet- 
ter and better all the time. Still, where does that 
leave the comics? 

To put it bluntly, Armada Line Editor Jeff Gomez 
didn’t have too much time to mull over his options. 
The rights to Magic were finalized by Acclaim 
Comics (Armada’s publishing house) in November, 
1994, and the first issue of Magic: The Gathering— 
The Shadow Mage had to hit the stands by the end 
of February, 1995! With this vast history of the uni- 
verse of Dominia still in formation, Jeff had to come 
up with a series of characters that would give some 
perspective on these monumental happenings. He 
did this by combining the great sweep of the Magic 
creators’ vision with the saga of one family caught 
up in the tide of Dominaria’s history. Jeff’s little 


Shadow Mage, Jared Carthalion, would become the 
eyes and ears of hundreds of thousands of readers, 
leading us all to Corondor, where we would discov- 
er secrets bright and dark. 

We see many of these events through the eyes of 
the Carthalions, a dynasty rising and falling in a 
continuing cycle throughout the centuries, as they 
both react to Dominaria’s history—and create it. The 
Carthalion lineage appears in Shadow Mage, Ice 
Age, Wayfarer, Dakkon Blackblade, and the upcom- 
ing Alliances and Planeswalker War comics. A 
Carthalion vaguely resembling Humphrey Bogart 
was rumored to have tended bar in an open city of 
Terisiare during the most critical moments in the 
Brothers War. 

Jeff Gomez drew on everything he loved for these 
series and encouraged the rest of his Armada team to 
do likewise. One of my first assignments was comb- 
ing the Bible for weird/cool Magic names, which is 
where we found “Adam,” “Ezer’ and “Hamath.” 
(Should you wish to try this trick at home, kiddies, 
stay away from the famous people and go for the 
really obscure territory descriptions of the genealo- 
gies [all those “begats”].) 

The “Battle of Aster Fall,” by the way (Shadow 
Mage #1) is Jeff’s play on “aster,” a Greek word for 
star (think “astral” and “asteroid”). A falling star 
was considered a bad omen, so a catastrophe was 
thought to be caused by the influence of an evil 
star—which is where the word “disaster” comes 
from. And a disaster is exactly what the Battle of 
Aster Fall turned out to be for Adam Carthalion. 

Arathoxia (Shadow Mage #1) is based on the 
ancient Turkish city of Constantinople, a fantastical- 
ly prosperous center of commerce for hundreds of 
years—until its corrupt or just inept politicians 
(much like ‘Thoxia’s Sultan and Scarlet Vizier) made 
it vulnerable to invasion. There were indeed under- 
ground baths in Constantinople, although I think 
the Goth Gang in the Passages of the Dead (Shadow 
Mage #2) owes more to the punk scene of the late 
1970s. 

There are also references to ancient Irish and 
Spanish narratives. Exarch Amadis, the Kieryn 
leader (Wayfarer #2) is from Amadis of Gaul, the 
Spanish heroic tale that made Don Quixote go crazy. 
Exarch Finovar of the Calthyn is named after a char- 
acter in The Tain, an Irish epic poem. Renalt’s song 
in Wayfarer #2 is heavily influenced by Irish poetry 
(essentially, Jeff had me tie his prose in Celtic knots). 
Look the real stuff up, friends: that’s basically how 
it’s done. 

You'll notice many major characters are either 
missing parents altogether and have to go it alone 
(Carth in Dakkon, Jason in Ice Age #1, Jaeuhl in Ice 
Age #4, and Jared, of course) or have parents or par- 
ent figures who turn out to be less heroic than they’d 
hoped. Jared’s troubled relationship with his father 
isn’t a new topic. In ancient Greek mythology, both 
Oedipus and Perseus must face the true nature of 
their ancestors before they can confront the shadows 
in their own souls. Those of you who are interested 
in this theme might want to check out the writings of 
Joseph Campbell and Carl Jung: you can see their 
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influence on everything from Speed Racer to the 
Star Wars trilogy. 

Some of the references were very modern. Jeff 
“fessed up that Caliphear was an allusion to under- 
ground uberwoman writer Pat Califia (something a 
sharp reader caught in the 
Nightmare special). In Wayfarer #2, 
Jared’s bond with the silver birch | 4% 
might remind Baby Boomers of jam 
“Dr. Smith” in an episode of “Lost 
In Space.” If you'll look at Ravidel 
lounging with gleeful decadence | 
through Shadow Mage #1-4, & 
you'll catch a whiff of Herod in 
“Jesus Christ Superstar.” (Come 
to think of it, don’t Jared, Jaeuhl, 
and Jason Carthalion have a seri- 
ous set of initials...?) 

Some things are just in-jokes: | 
I begged and pleaded with Jeff 
to change the Hurloon’s weekly 
bath into a monthly one (which | 
he did), and Kaysa’s mother (Ice | 
Age #4) referred to Kaysa’s 
father as her “Goodman,” 
(think “Without Benefit of | 
Clergy,” folks). Ravidel’s snide | 
comment, “—and your little 
pony, Califia!” is both Jeff’s 
homage to The Wizard of Oz, 
and a reference to a local non-Magic editor’s smirk- 
ing comment that Melissa Benson’s Nightmare cover 
looked like “My Little Pony on fire.” 

More than simply an editor of words, Jeff knows 
how to tap people the way mages tap mana (or 
maybe that’s what a true Editor does). He can find 
inspiration in everything from 
Zoroastrianism to sarcastic 
remarks from overtired proof- 
readers: After an unsuccessful | 
brainstorming session on how 
to get Jared through a thou- 
sand-mile mountain chain, | 

a) faster than walking it, since 
that would have taken about a | 
year, but 

b) slow enough to give him 
time to learn about Red magic, 
and to arrive at the proper point 
in Liana’s duel with Ravidel (.e., 
we couldn’t teleport him), 

I finally said in exasperation, “I | 
dunno—why don’t you have him 
take the shuttle?” Jeff promptly 
commissioned Armada Designer 
Charles Lister to draw up the beau- 
tiful Trovash Engine which 
appears in issue #3 of Wayfarer. 

From the extended Armada fami- | 
ly, let's move to our favorite dys- 
functional family, the Carthalions. 
Like the Kennedys, these guys inspire strong feel- 
ings ranging from adulation to assassination. 
They’re both idealists and troublemakers (and 


there’s usually at least one major hunk to a genera- 
tion). And if we see where they're coming from, we 
can get a better idea of where their latest heir, Jared, 
might be headed. 

Carth already shows all the flaws and virtues that 


will crop up in his great-grands. He’s impetuous: his 


instincts tell him that the 
Mad Monk isn’t exactly 
trustworthy, but he’d rather 
follow his impulses. He’s 
i} also brave, or should we call 
it reckless? Carth’s anger 
¥ rules him as much as he rules 
| it (a trait we’ve seen much of 
in Jared. Remember how he 
lost control of the goblins he 
/ summoned in Shadow Mage 
#2, nearly killing the town bul- 
i lies instead of just roughing 
them up?). Dakkon is as much 
Carth’s shadow as Ravidel is 
Jared’s: they are both men who 
could turn either way. But Carth 
can acknowledge his mistakes, 
and that means he can learn 
from them. Adam Carthalion 
only faced his errors when it was 
too late. We'll see who Jared 
more closely resembles; he clear- 
ly isn’t through being tested. 
Jason and Jaeuhl are compara- 
tively mellow scions of this usually hot-blooded 
house. Jason from the beginning is less volatile than 
either his ancestors Carth or his descendant Jared. 
He’s reluctant to duel with his old friend Freyalise 
(Ice Age #1), but when honor 
forces him, he begs her to pull no 
punches. And if heroes are 
defined by how they react to 
their villains, it’s not surprising 
that he’s able to resist Tevesh 
Szat’s attempts to corrupt him a 
lot more easily than Jared with- 
gem stands Ravidel’s, or Carth 
({@% Dihada’s. 
— But being a mellow guy does- 
n't always make you a moral 
one. Interestingly, Jared feels 
| far more ambivalent about 
having to steal than great- 
granddaddy Jaeuhl, who’s 
quite causal about it—and yet 
Jaeuhl is probably a better- 
adjusted fellow. Somehow, 
| the more powerful a charac- 
| ter’s conscience, the greater 
his capacity for good or evil, 
making Jared potentially 
both more heroic and more 
dangerous than the consid- 
cobs more laid-back Jaeuhl. (Could Jaeuhl’s 
higher concentration of Elvish blood—visible in his 
eyes and ears—have something to do with this cheer- 
ful knack for staying detached?) 
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It’s not surprising that complex characters like the 
Carthalions would be attracted to complex women 
like Liana and Freyalise. Unlike Superhero 
Bimbettes, the women of Magic: The Gathering can 
do a lot more than just fill out the Dominarian 
equivalent of spandex and kick zombie butt (though 
they can do that too, when required). From Kristina 
of the Woods and Tymolin Loneglade to Daria and 
Kaysa, the female characters have been as motley a 
collection of warriors, mages, shapeshifters, and 
“freckle-faced tree-huggers” as one could wish. But 
the enhanced concentration of magic created 
by these pairings has its own problems: Jaeuhl and 
Kaysa both have Elvish blood (and _ they’re 
probably distant ; 5 —o a 
cousins, too). Both j4 
Adam _— Carthalion 
and Gwendolyn Mor 
came from centuries 
of mages. Recollect, 
her father is Grenfell | 
Mor of Golthonor—a | 
man who doesn’ 
always use his pow 
ers in the mos 
benevolent fashion 
as we saw. in} 
Wayfarer #4. With | 
such ancestors on | 
both sides, Jared’s 
temptations will be as massive as his powers. 

How will he respond to these temptations? He’s 
learned to stop summoning his father’s monsters, 
but now he must beware of his own. “Pity those who 
have a need for monsters,” Kristina has warned him, 
“If they cannot find them, they must create them—or 
become them.” It’s no coincidence that Ravidel 
knows Jared’s weaknesses—they re very much alike 
(as Ravidel points out in Wayfarer #1). And Jared 
has to keep in mind that both Ravidel and Tev 
Loneglade weren't totally skanky dudes to start 
with: both turned bitter when those they loved 
(Ravidel’s Chromium Dragon-friend Rhuell, Tev’s 
sister Tymolin) were murdered. Essentially, the 
greater the capacity for love, the greater the capacity 
for hate—and it isn’t always romantic love that gums 
up the works. Jared will have to take care that in try- 
ing to defeat Ravidel, he doesn’t become Ravidel. 

It’s clear that Jared’s struggle with his enemies, 
and with himself, is far from over. A a five-colored 
mage prodigy on the threshold of planeswalker- 
hood, he has all the weaknesses and all the strengths 
of his forebears, amplified. He might turn out to be 
a worse villain than Ravidel—or the greatest leader 
the world of Dominaria has ever known. 

In the meantime, the Armada Team has done its 
best to conquer our own little corner of the multi- 
verse. Jeff plucked a startling number of “company 
drones” from the ranks and set them to work doing 
things they didn’t know they could do. Frank 
Boyzan (Production Drone) came up with thirty 
pages on Quirion Elves and Hamath society, only a 
small fraction of which ended up in the story and 
backmatter of Wayfarer #2. Gerald Lee (Intern 


Drone, whose name in Korean happens to be Jae- 
uhl) often comes up with way-cool spell combina- 
tions in the course of his games—combos which 
later find their way into comic book plots. 

Kenn Bell’s (Desktop Publishing Drone) Jedit 
Ojanen story is apparently selling like hotcakes, and 
Charles Lister’s (Production Drone) painting of the 
“Jovial Evil-Heaven’s Gate” combo garnered much 
attention when it appeared in Convocations. Adam 
Niedzwieki (Lettering Drone) not only mastered 
that suitably medieval script and stacked balloons 
so the emphasis always fell where an actor would 
put it, but then rose above and beyond the call of 
duty, catching continuity and character development 
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they could happen. 
| As for Humble 
Self (Proofreading 
Drone), I’ve done 
everything from Plot 
Breaks on Wayfarer 
#2 and #3 (where 
Jeff Gomez trapped 
me in a room and 
forced me to edit 
him), to modeling 
for the Sorcerer 
Queen’s torso in 
|Convocations 
(thanks, Chrysoula!). 
I’m also told that my piece on D’Avenant Archers in 
Wayfarer #3 has become part of the official Magic 
canon (thanks, WotC!). 

Some of us have gone on to other things, but we'll 
always regard Magic as a seminal experience in our 
lives. (Word to the wise, dudes: “seminal” is usually 
a good word to use in term papers, if you don’t over- 
do it.) I don’t know how many late-night brain- 
storming sessions we trudged through, nourished 
only by steaming plates of stir-fried MSG and 
Butterfinger BBs. When the tension got unbearable, 
we relieved it by sending unprintable E-mail, prank- 
ing each other’s computers, or just hurling paper 
balls and Nerf darts at each other. Jeff was usually 
able to keep the carnage from turning serious. (Sorry 
about your screen saver, Mr. Vita!) 

Like those tie-dyed planeswalkers the Grateful 
Dead, I sometimes marvel at “what a long, strange 
trip it’s been.” But it’s not over yet! Soon we'll be 
following Jeff Gomez into the digital age, as 
Jared Carthalion, our little Shadow Mage, moves on 
to face his darkest hour and greatest battle in 
a multi-media spectacle due out from Acclaim 
Entertainment later this year. Sneaky sucker! Jeff 
had it all planned out from the beginning! 

But in this intensely creative, sometimes anarchic, 
often just plain agonizing period, I sometimes 
feel we’ve faced almost as many dangers as Jared, 
even if they weren’t quite as colorful (pun not 
intended). 

Hopefully, in the process, both you as readers, and 
we of the Armada team have learned something 
about how to use our own magic—and how much 
magic we really have. 


All of them thought-provok 
_ always...respectful. After a 
“decided that we’d be best serv akin 
“walking Valiant encyclopedia” part of che team. _ 
Seaborn became she eficial Valiant Archivist. 


Over the years, thous ds 
information poured into t 
If you wanted to know the timeline o 
Warrior, Seaborn had a neatly boun 
. F . subject. If you needed a list of every app 
Pialanacs tee — a the Geomancers, “SeeBee” (as we affectionat 
: : nicknamed him) already has a list on file, alos wo 
But what was indicative of Seaborn was the smile S¢Nd it faxing your way. 
and that ‘“Mayberry-like” calm, even when you : .  . 
: f . Whether it was a local convention, or something as 
ping 2 ee a expense. far away as San Diego, if he could help out at the | ~ 
id a 
Seaborn embraced this company as if he booth, Seaborn would be there. Every year, he’d 
founded it himself. There was nothing about the ™#ke his way to New York City and Bob's Birthday 


Valiant universe that he wasn’t aware of. Rol Bash cand camerayay 


Letter after letter would arrive, almost daily, A : 4 % 
chock full of information or corrections. ‘4 always...with that infectious smile on tow. 


‘ae 


Most of our editorial intros to our trade 
paperbacks and vintage reprints were 
painstakingly written by this fugitive of 
the Andy Griffith Show. Of late, he 
spent many hours online, staunchly 
defending this company during the 
industry’s darkest time. As “VOSK 
RIVER” he was a ‘Visitor’s Station’ 
on the information superhighway. 


It’s a shame that no one online could 
see that ear-to-ear grin of his. 


On January 29th, Seaborn’s life 
was tragically ended in _ an 
automobile accident near his 
Georgia home. He leaves behind 
his loving wife Connie, and their 
daughter, Amalie. 


To say we are saddened by 
his passing would be an under- 
statement. The dark days of the 
comics industry have become 
even dimmer. 


We will truly miss you, Seaborn. 
But...we shall never forget. 


Ultratech. gets a_ chance to test 
new genetically enhanced robotics. 
The combatants battle for riches 
beyond their dreams...and the price of 
failure is death. 


The et issue of Killer Instinct 
separates the weak from the 
strong, as combatants square off . 
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, game- players will know the 
et lives of Jago, Orchid and 
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A fantastic evil is corrupting the land of Corondor...and only one man can stop it! 
This seminal fantasy epic in the annals of Magic: The Gathering features the origin of the 
greatest warrior ever to walk the worlds of Dominia. Answering the summons 
of a desperate teenage boy, the planeswalker Dakkon slowly realizes that the sorceress 
behind his own fantastic power has chosen to murder a continent! Now, he must 
spearhead a war that will spark a lineage of heroes, and change the course of history... 


This prestige format graphic novel depicts the first chronological appearance of Dakkon 
the Shadowless, how he fell from grace, and how he came to possess his indestructible 
Black Blade. Based on characters featured in the phenomenally popular Magic: The 
Gathering trading card game, the story also features appearances by Sol’kanar the 
Swamp King, the Chromium Dragon, and Piru, the terrifying sixth Elder Dragon! 


$5.95/8.35 CAN 
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